The Argonauts
WE were the strivers to disprove That it was ever anywhere but here Or any time but now.
We pointed the blunt iron of the rocks,
Kicked it with strong propellers from behind,
And set upon the bows
A roaring megaphone whose giant funnel
Sucked in the distances before
And out behind discharged them to the waves
Backfiring from resounding tubes of brass.
We saw the wise men of the world
Like slim gesticulating trees
Recede upon the disappearing headlands,
Shot away into the past,
The projectiles of our vision,
Down the barrels of our telescopes,
The period-peashooting
Guns of time.
The island with its periscope of palm, The numbered waves, careering trees, And clouds typewritten on the sight,